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AIRS, RECITATIVE, Ge. 


IN 


HARLEQUIN AND OBERON. 


RECITATIVE—Ozrron. 


Lo here I come, fairies king, 

Who, encircled in this ſplendid ring, 

Bid for a time the groves farewell, 

The heath, the meadow, ſteep and dell, 
To ſhew in dreams, as charg'd by fate, 
The c ef events that Columbine await; _ 
Till, after various cunning feats are try'd, 


Her mottled lover win her as his bride. 
| | AIR 
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AIR—Osrtrron. 


TO Scotland's realm then poſt away, 
That Paphos of the preſent day, 

Where Vulcan, at his ſmithy, black as jet, 
For many a pair of lovers ſpreads his net ; 
And well muſt he perform the marriage rite, 
W ho makes the hardeſt iron to unite, 


RECITATIVE—OsztroN. 


RISE, Harlequin ! in thee ſhall dwell 
The trick of many a magic ſpell ! 

The skill to many a form to change, 

Go forth—the world is thine to range ; 
This ſceptre of the magic world receive, 
By this unnumber'd frolics thow'lt atchieve, 


SONG 


191 


SONG. 


COME, boys and girls, men and maids, 
widows and wives! 
The beſt penny lay out you e'er ſpent in 
your lives ; 
Here's my whirligig lottery, a penny a ſpell, 
No blanks, but all prizes, and that's pretty 
| well ; 
Don't ſtand humming and haking with fs 
and with buts, . 
T ry your luck for my round and ound 
gingerbread nuts ; 
And then here's my glorious ſpice ginger- 
bread too, 
Hot enough to thaw even the heart of. a Jew. 
Hot ſpice gingerbread ! hot! 
Come, buy my ſpice gingerbread, ſmoak- 
ing hot! 


11. | 
I'm a gingerbread merchant, but what of 
that there, 


All the world, take my word, deal in ginger- 
bread ware; 


Ys 


1 

Four fine beaux and your belles, and your 

rattlepate rakes, 

One half are game-nuts, the reſt gingerbread 
cakes; | | 

Then in gingerbread coaches we've ginger- 
bread lords, 

And gingerbread ſoldiers with gingerbread | 
{words ; 2 ; 

And what are your patriots ? *tis eaſy to tell, 

By their conſtantly crying they've—ſome- 
thing to ſell, _ 

And what harm is there in ſelling—hem! 
Hot ſpice gingerbread, hot! &c. 


111. 
My gingerbread lottery is juſt like the world, 


For its index of chances for ever is twirl'd; 
But ſome difference between em exiſts with- 
out doubt, 

The world's lottery has blanks, while mine's 
wholly without. 
There no matter how often you ſhuffle and cut, 
It an't once in ten games you can get a game 

nut. 
So I laugh at the world like an impudent elf, 
And, juſt like my betters, take care of myſelf. 
Hot ſpice gingerbread! &c. 
CATCH 


(9) 


CATCH—Gres:ts, 


O! who has ſeen the millar's wife? 
I, and kindled up new ftrife ; 
A ſhilling from her palm I took, 
'Ere on the croſs lines I cou'd look. | 
Who the tanner's daughter ſeen ? | 
T, in queſt of her have been; 
But as the tanner was within, 


'T was hard to *ſcape him in whole ſkin. 


FH every place condemn'd to roam, | 
In every place we ſeek a home; | 
Theſe branches form our ſummer's roof, | 
By thick-grown leaves made weather- proof; 
d In ſhelt'ring nooks and hollow ways, | : 
We cheerly pals our winter-days. _ 3 
Come circle round the gypſies' fire, 
Our ſongs, our ſtories never tire, 
Come ſtain your cheeks with nut or berry, 
You'll find the gypſies' life is merry. 


C HUNT- 


( 10 ) 


HUNTING SONG—Ms. IxcLEREDOox. 


AT the dawn of Aurora my miſtreſs I leave, 
To enjoy the ſweet Breath of grey morn ; 
If a ſoutherly wind gently wafts o'er the heath, 
The huntſman ſalutes with his horn; 
The hounds from their kennel impatiently 
yell, 
Swift as lightning they dart thro? the dell, 
Then they find and they follow, 
And give the view hollo! 
With yoicks, follow, follow, tallyho! 
We leap hedges and ditches, on our high 
mettled ſteeds, 
And Reynard, bold Reynard, is chas'd till 
he bleeds; h 
Then at duſk we trot home to regale with 
the fair, | 
Thus a ſportiman can never know care, 


Enn 


11. 


Long evenings we ſhorten by muſic's ſoft 
charms, 
Beguil'd by the catch and the glee, 
So healthy we live at our ſnug little farms, 
The phyſician is ſtarving for want of his 
fee; 
Each true hearted ſportſman, or peaſant, or 
lord, 
With welcome partakes of our cheer, 
For they find and they follow, and join the 
view-hollo, 
With yoicks, &c. | 
Who drinks not of wine at our ſnug little 
farm, 
Will always find beef and ſtrong beer, 
And our firſt ſtanding toaſt is © the Chaſe and 
=. the Fair,” 
Thus a ſportſman can never know care. 


83 SONG 


SONG—Li1eUTENANT. 


SINCE our foes to invade us have long been 
preparing, 
'Tis clear they conſider we've ſomething 
worth ſharing, 
And for that mean to viſit our ſhore; 
It behoves. us, however, with ſpirit to 
meet em, 
And, tho' *twill be nothing uncommon to 
beat em, 
We muſt try how they'll take it once 
more, 


Chorus. 


So fl, fill your glaſſes, and be this toaſt given, 
Here England for ever! the land, boys, 
vs live in. 


11. 
Here's a health to our tars, on the wild ocean 


ranging, 
Perhaps, even now, ſome broadſides are ex- 
changing, 
We'll on ſhipboard, and join in the fight; 
; | And 


( 13 


And when with the foe we are firmly engaging 


Till the fire of our guns lulls the ſea in it's 


raging, 
On our country we'll think with delight. 
Chorus. 
So fill, fill your glaſſes, and be this toaſt 
given, 
Here's England for ever! the land, boys, we 
live in. 
111. 
On that throne where once Alfred in glory 
was ſeated, 
Long, long may our KING by his people be 
greeted ! 


O, to guard him we'll be of one mind! 1 
May religion, law, order, be ſtrictly detended, 
And continue the vieiogs they firſt were 
intended, 
In union the nation to bind. 


Chorus. 


So fill, fill your glaſſes, and be this toaſt given, 
Here's England for ever! the land, boys, 
woe live in! 


RECI- 


j 
f 
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RECITATIVE—OztroON, 


OF power and Columbine bereft, 
What other bleſſings haſt thou left? 
None, thoughtleſs being—yet thy ſtate te 
view 

Excites compaſſion in my breaſt. 
Suppoſe thy art I ſhou'd renew, 

Wou'd it with prudence be poſſeſs'd? 
— Well, ſince a promiſe in thy looks I read, 
Receive, once more, a friendly fairy's meed. 


RECI- 


RECITATIVE—OzrrroN, 


HENCE, thou ſolphur-blowing wight ! 
T hat altar forge prophanes our ſight. 
Domeſtic ſtrife, be far away, 

Let both command, and both obey. 


FINALE. 


OBERON., 


HITHER, ye Elphin crew, repair, 

Nip and trip, and ſkip that are 

To Oberon, your king, ſo dear, 
Come light as downy feather. 

Fib and Tib, and Pinch and Pin, 

Tit and Nit, and Wap and Win, 
Come, Pigmies, altogether. 


Chorus. 


( 1 ) 


Chorus. 


Ere the gay dawn with early light, 
Peeps up to watch tiring night, 
We'll hence to foreſts, hills, and lakes, 
Juſt as the wanton fancy takes, 
So now good night, and to your * 
creep, 
Sweet be your dreams, and tranquil be your 
_—_ 


THE END. 


